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Fun Week by Week. 


By tHe Party ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Took Lord Lothian and Lord Balfour of Burleigh 
down (or is it up?) to Dundee and got the freedom of the borough 
given to them. (Sort of thing the London coster likes—the freedom 
of the borough.) Later on went over to Buda Pesth and saw three 
duels—none of the cumbatants killed, I regret to say. Dined with 
Lord Crewe and the Oddfellows. Many sorts of weather besides 
gales during the day. 


WEATHER WAYS. 


Oh, it’s gay to-day in a general way, 
But the weather is specially so. 
There’s rain and sleet in every street, 
And the blustering winds do blow.’ 
An hour ago we were deep in snow, 
It was hot this afternoon. 
Now, the south winds sigh ’neath a dull grey sky 
—We shall have some skating soon ! 


Thursday.—Went to an inquest at Eastbourne ; somebody ought 
to make that coroner resign, poor chap. Came back and had a look 
at the New Gallery Show (very good—Burne Jones in evidence), and 
went off to the Royal Music Hall. Found something had caught 
fire, and there was no show. Nothing much doing ezcept fires 
to-night, I notice. 


Friday.—Helped the Empress Frederick open the Diamond 
Jubilee addition to the Sailors’ Rest at Plymouth. Had a look at 
the Old Masters’ at the R.A., and enjoyed it much in a quiet way. 
The Ipnperial Penny Post being an accomplished fact, felt impelled 
to sing to Mr. Henniker-Heaton. 


A PAN. 


We feel Mr. Henniker-Heaton 
May rest on his laurels awhile, 
His Penny-post plan a complete ’un, 
He’s fully entitled to smile. 
Obstructions he met with—a many— 
Of ignorance, nervousness, guile— 
But Henniker-Heaton is not to be beaten, 
He’s gone and he’s done it and cleverly won it, 
And (fairly to date it, and well celebrate it) 
A nice silver penny, as shining as any, 
With courage audacious he sent Her Most Gracious, 
Who's added it on to her pile! 


Landed Lord and Lady Curzon at Bombay, so went to bed 
Satisfied. 
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Saturday.—Found my name in the usual place in the New Year's 
honours—that is to say, ‘‘ out of it.””. How much longer is this to 
goon, Il ask? That 1 should be called upon to endure it! Bah! 
Ran over to Havanna and helped to haul up the Stars and Stripes. 
From there over to Bayreuth, and heard young Siegfried Wagner's 
comic opera in private. He calls it ‘‘ Der Baerenhaeuter.’’ It’s 
a pretty name—I can get as far as the “Der’’ quite easily. 
Finished up the evening with Sir Robert Ball at the Royal Insti- 
tution—lecturing children he was—then saw the old year out 
politely and cosily in bed (fast asleep). 


Monday.—1899! Had a long argument with myself as to whether 
this is the last or the penultimate year of the century. Finally 
decided not to be satisfied with 99 years to the 100 and called my 
other self a fool. Dined with Lord Elgin at Calcutta and helped 
him to say ‘‘Good-bye’’; also dined with the Druids at Oxford. 
Strange—no mistletoe! 


Tuesday.—Saw Chamberlain off home, then ran over to Khartoum 
and agreed with Lord Kitchener upon the site for the Gordon 
College, after which went down to Plymouth and opened the con- 
ference of the Incorporated Society of Musicians. Went to see 
another duel at Buda Pesth—another disappointment. Came back 
and had a look at some jolly landscapes at the Dudley. Have heard 
a lot of talk about our soldiers killing the wounded in Egypt. It 
was rather inconsiderate of them—what they ought to have done, 
of course, was to let the wounded kill them as the pleasant little 
Dervish. 

SHAME ! 


The brutal British soldier 
Who fights on land and sea, 
Will take a mean advantage 
And lick his enemee ; 
And when the wounded stick him 
With lust of slaughter filled 477 
He won’t lie down (oh, kick him !) 
And let himself be killed! 


So nasty of him! Had tea at the are Association’s Deaf and 
Dumb tea party; also banqueted with Treloar’s New Year’s ragged 


ones. 


Tue Sporrer. 
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Smile. 


“Hx who laughs last, laughs best,” they say, 
So p’r’aps you'd better laugh away; 

But hen. again, he who laughs best 
Might burst the buttons off his vest ! 
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The Pan-Sclavonic Pantomime. 
CONFERENCE I].—Scene: A ‘‘ Concert’ Hall. 


(Curtain rises and discover the Powers discussing Peace in all its 
branches! Young Nick in the chair, Old Nick at hts back.) 


Young Nick.—‘ Dear friends, the subject for our elocution 
Is ‘ Peace, and how to hold it—in solution.’ 
I still maintain disarmament would be 
A blessing to us all—a boon to me! 
I hate the name of war—so war must cease ; 
I'd really rather go my way in peace!” 
Britain.—‘‘ No doubt you would! But, dash it all, I say! 
I hope your way won't prove your old sweet way. 
1 know that way, and all the spoil it yields! 
That ‘ right of way’ across your neighbour’s fields !”’ 
France.—‘‘ I'm all for peace! My vote for peace is cast— 
But to disarm I'd rather be the last !”’ 
Germony.—“ I'm with you there, although for peace I thirst, 
I must decline to be disarmed the first!” 
Austria.—‘‘ Hear! hear!” 
Italy.—‘ What ho!” 
Britain.—‘' Precisely, there we stick! 
Suppose we leave the overture to Nick!” 
Young Nick.—‘: This want of confidence! Oh dear, oh dear! 
Has hurt me much! Excuse one silent tear!” 
All.—* Ha, ha! He thought our power he could smother! 
Vile plotter that he is! "’ 
Young Nick (angrily) —‘‘ Oh, you're another! 
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Disappointed Jarvey.— That's right! kape yer hands in yer pockets, or the money ’ll be jumpin’ out av thim!”’ 





Britain.—“ You're an infinitely worse ’un! ”’ 
France.— ‘ You're a ruffian!” 
Germany.— “‘ You’re another!” 
Austria.— Such a Peace is simply silly 
Stupid bunkum, honoured brother” ; 
Young Nick.—* You shall have it, willy nilly ! 
Austria.— ‘* You're a fibber! ” 
Young Nick.— ** You're another !”’ 
All.—Oh, this is more than I can bear, 
So have a care! So have a care! 
My armaments I shall increase, 
I know you want to break the peace ! 
You’re talk is false as it is fair, 
You everywhere for war prepare! 


Young Nick.—‘ You're upon the verge of ruin, 
So your wrath you'd better smother! ” 
Italy.— You're a brutal ugly Bruin ! 
Germany.—“ You're a spy, sir!” 
France.— ‘*You’re another! ” 
Britain.—-‘' You're a monkey gasconading 
As the tiger’s eldest brother!” 
France.—‘' You're an ass, sir, masquerading 
As a lion!” 
Britain.— * You're another!” 


All,—Oh, this is more than I can bear, 
So have acare! So have acare! 
This wordy war had better cease ; 
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(Enter the Good Fairy Fun loaded with 
volumes. Old Nick at sight of Fun 
vanishes hurriedly.) 

Fun: 
* Hold, gentlemen! 
not be! 
3est arbitrate, and leave it all to me! 


For I’ve a cure for every woe and care, 
A simple, perfect cure !” 


All: 
‘‘ What cure, and where? ”’ 


Fun: 


This quarrel must 


While your wrath you were disclosing, 
Brother pitching into brother—, 
I was patiently composing 
Of my volumes yet another ! 
Here itis! You greatly need it, 
In my fun your anger smother ! 
Take a copy, each, and read it, 
While I see about another ! 


(Fun distributes volumes.) 


All: 


Oh, this is good! Oh, this is rare! 
Oh, this is really Christmas fare! 
Peace conferences need not be 
While Fun comes out reg-u-lar-lee! 
Ha, ha! Ha, ha! While Fun we share 
We all can swear, we’ve not a care! 
Oh, not one care! 

(Grand Transformation Scene: The 
Downfall of Iniquity, Young Nicknity 
and Old Nickiity, and the Apotheosis of 
Fun.) 


A More Appropriate 
Honour. 


(Surprise has been expressed that the 
name of Mr. Henniker Heaton does not 
appear in the list of New Year’s 
honours. | 


SINCE in the honours list we see 
Some men who are not Heaton’s 
betters, 
Let Oxford, with a high degree, 
Attach unto his name some letters. 


Mrs. Reevs at the Tivoli. 


(‘* The pretty young wife of our old 
friend Sims Reeves has left the concert- 
room for the ‘ halls.’ ’’— Vide Press. } 
Some might say that the wife of one so 

big 
To do this Sims a trifle infra dig ; 
But ’tis the lady (so let them cease their 

chatter) a 
Who ought, I think, to have a voice in 

the matter! 
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THE TALKING PARROT. 


Mrs. C. (who has been doi 
from the Vicar this afternoon. 
out of hearing.” 


ny up accounts with Mr. C.).—‘' Mary, we expect a visit 
‘‘ake that parrot to the end of the garden, and mind it is 

















Broken Resolutions. 


WHEN proud resolves of late we heard, 


And vain words bravely spoke 


We only laughed, because we knew, 


3y an unfailing token, 


n, 


New Year resolves, like pie-crusts frail, 


Are made but to be broken. 


Take Jones, who cried: ‘‘ No more I'll drink 


The strong drink that entices! ’”’ 
hen 


He kept his vow two days, and t 





Next Smith declared: ‘I'll rise at six, 
This vow I’m bent on keeping, 

To think what precious hours I've lost 
Doth almost set me weeping ! ’’— 

A call at nine o’clock next morn 
Still found the bounder sleeping! 


Then Brown did vow no more he’d bow 
seneath tobacco’s yoke; 
‘*T will, indeed, forswear the weed !”’ 
I al Waes the pec hy he BPOKé 
vain resolves 
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with him about his travels.) 


rising, tipping the blue hills with gold 


Making it Warm for the 
Bishops. 
THE LATEST PANTOMIME. 
Kensit (as Pantaloon) :— 
Ah! stir ’em up, Joey, they’re sleepy and 
slow, 
They take their ease dreadfully sadly ! 
” That poker should prove a success, don’t 
you know ; 
They want waking up very badly. 
Oh, the ways of the Bishops are decorous 


ways, 

| When you say things are wrong, they 

' indignantly gaze, 

And they call you a faddist in search of 
a craze ! 


So they want waking up pretty badly ! 
Harcourt (as Clown) :— 


Then, come along, ‘‘ Old’Un,” and lend us 
a hand; 


mr 
LaAc 











(Very affable, but close old gent, having rewarded porter with a penny, is now chatting 
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Old Gent —‘‘ But I shall never forget the splendour of the scenery. T6 see the sun 


Porter (interrupting ).—-‘‘ The blue ‘ills wos luckier than hus porters, sir!” 


This learned but ‘far too “high” 
Anglican band 
Will ‘‘sit up” if you give them a 


sprinkle. 

Holy water, I’m told, isn’t much to their 
taste, 

And to sprinkle a bishop, they think is a 
waste ; 

So come along, ‘ Old’Un,” and instantly 
haste 


To give them a thorough good 
sprinkle ! 


KENSIT :— 
The Bishops have slept, while the clergy 
around 
Have played “Rome” in a manner 
appalling ; 


And when I took up Evangelical ground 
I wascharged with indecently brawling. 
Now, my Joey must know, I am simple 
and shy ; 
Retiring and blushi1 giy modest am I. 


When he’s charged with indecently 
brawling. 


HARCOURT :— 
Ah, “Old ’Un,” although I am very 


resigned, 
I’m a Protestant, hot as they make 
‘em ! 
Those Bishops are sleepy, but never you 
mind, 


For | fancy, my boy, we shall wake ’em! 
‘‘No Popery!” shall be the rallying cry ; 
Tally-ho, and have at ’em, and never 

say die! 
When Kensit and Harcourt the same 
methods try, 

Ah, I fancy, my boy, we shall wake ’em! 


KENSIT :— 


Ah, bless you, my Joey, I knew you were 
true; 
For in spite of that Rosebery flummery, 
The Protestants always depended on 
you 
To put a foot down on thismummery. 
All vestments, and incense, and banners 
must go; 
I have known you for years, and you 
always were Low ! 
And the Bishops will quake as they sit in 
& row 
When you put your foot down on this 
mummery. 


HARCOURT :— 


Now Veto is dead, and Home Rule at an 
end, 
And my Party is split into Factions! 
I’m thankful for any suggestion, my 
friend, 
And your ‘‘ Program’ has many at- 
tractions. 
It’s crazy, and faddy, and silly, maybe, 
But twill serve to call people’s attention 
to me; 
And as I’m at present unnoticed, you see 
Such a ‘“ Program” has splendid at- 
tractions ! 
KENSIT :— 
Ah, Joey, although of a Party bereft, 
This crusade, you have but to com- 
mence it, 
And you'll tind you have one faithful 
follower left, 
You may fully rely upon Kensit ! 
Our learning, our wisdom, our wit, and 
our birth, 
All proclaim that we two are the salt of 
the earth ; 
So give them the poker for all you are 
worth, 
And for gratitude look to old Kensit! 
HARCOURT (aside) :— 
Strange bedfellows ever adversity finds, 
And no one can tell what I suffer ; 
Now, 1 have to play down to inferior 
minds 
With this old Evangelical buffer. 
Nomatter! Provided attention I call 
To my personal merits, which never 
were small ; 
If they won’t let me lead, well, at least I 
can brawl 
With this old Evangelical brffer ! 











sé Di 3’ 
A ig. 
Ower.—*t My doctor has advised me to 
pretty well fast for a week or so.”’ 
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WAKING UP THE BISHOPS—-THE LATEST PAN 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 12.) 
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The Spectre of Castle Blobbs. 


Cuaprer IV. | 
“Tr is very becoming to say the least,” murmured “ Kizzie,” as, 
arrayed like the “‘ Bleeding Nun,” she surveyed herself in the glass 
before astonishing the worthy inmates of Castle Blobbs. ‘‘ And, 
now for the assault on the picture gallery, with its hidden treasure.”’ 


‘eens 





yer? 


Ai: 


if /y 
Uy} 


ip 










AM / 
i y 7 ' J7Y/ 
mun an 
= 5 Wd li (el ate 
TTIW 





Movep SLOWLY AND MAJESTICALLY. 


Mr., Miss, and Mr. Henniker Blobbs were seated in the gallery 
by the fire. Mr. Blobbs had fallen asleep, while Miss Blobbs and 
Mr. Henniker were reading by the aid of a very small reading lamp, 
the rest of the gallery being in darkness. 

Miss Blobbs, her attention being taken from her entrancing novel 
by a dismal wail, looked up, and gave a loud scream. 

The spectre of Castle Blobbs had come at last. Mr. Blobbs had 
got his money’s worth, and the family sat staring at their 
“ property ’’ as it moved slowly and majestically past. 

“That’s it right enough,” whispered Mr. Blobbs; “just as the 
agent told me, though it’s only supposed to appear to members of 
the Kennalam family.” 

** But, you know, we’ve bought the place,” chattered Mr. 
Henniker, ‘‘ and perhaps that’s the same thing.’’g 

“* Beware! wretched parvenus,” wailed the ghost, “how you 
trespass here, for this gallery is sacred to the Bleeding Nun. 
Depart from here and find some other habitable room in the castle, 
or fear my anger. I come not in peace twice.” 

** Now, look ‘ere, young woman,” said Mr. Blobbs, blustering, 
‘I’ve paid good honest money for this ‘ere as a going concern, and 
for you also if it comes to that, and I ain’t going to be put upon. 
The agent said you was purfickly harmless, and ‘ere I stich, ow, 
what are you going to do?” 

“* Wretched man, and dost thou, a poor miserable worm defy the 
Bleeding Nun. Thy fate, then, is sealed. In secret I will haunt 
thee for ever! Remorse shail seize thee! Thy waking hours shall 
be tormented by mishaps, and thy sleeping ones by visions of bank- 
ruptcy, bad bargains, and Government inspectors overhauling thy 
stock of ‘ — country butter,’ and then, if that does not soften 
your heart, thy dreams shall become true. I go. Leave this 
gallery at once, or fear my curse.” 

“I didn’t think I could do it so well,” panted “ Kizzie,” as she 
regained her room. ‘I don't think I frightened them very much, 
however, though the phosphorus paste was certainly effective. Any- 
how, I can go down there at dead of night without fear of being 
suspected, and I will, too, this very night.” 

But “‘ Kizzie " had made more impression than she imagined on 
the Blobbs’ family. She had paved the way for her unknown co1 

birator, ‘‘James,”’ who by this time had arravs mself 
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was creeping slowly and painfully towards the family trio, his suit 
of mail blazing with phosphorus. It was this fearful apparition 
that Mr. Blobbs, having turned the lamp out, and feeling a bit 
lonesome like (Miss Blobbs and Henniker having retired to rest, 
rather scared by the visitation of the Bleeding Nun), was confronted 
with as he was also retiring to bed. 

Mr. Blobbs sank back against the door, gasping. 

“What, another on ’em! It’s awful!” he said. ‘ The agent 
didn’t say anything about this one, or I shouldn’t have taken the 

lace.” 
. James advanced slowly towards the alarmed Blobbs, and_backed 
him to his seat before the fire. A Oe 

“‘ Good evening, sir,” stammered Blobbs; ‘cold, ain’t it ?” 

“ Good evening,” said ‘‘James,’”’ shortly. ‘‘’Tis mot cold. Iburn 
with unquenchable fire.”’ 

Do you, though!” said Mr. Blobbs, with chattering teeth. “ It is 
a bit warm there at times, I’ve heard. Don’t they ever give yer a 
day or two off?”’ 

“Silence!” roared ‘‘James.’”’ ‘‘ For seven hundred and fifty 
more years I am compelled to haunt this gallery.” 

“ But—er—er—I didn’t bargain with the agent for more than one 
spectre. It’s very kind of you, of course, but still, you know——”’ 
“ Agent; I have noagent, nor do I bandy words with butlers.”’ 

‘‘T’ll have you know, sir,” said Mr. Blobbs, regaining a little of 
his courage, ‘‘that there ain’t no butler here. I’m Mr. Blobbs, 
the proprietor of the Castle.” 

‘* Of noble blood ? ”’ 

‘‘No, sir. Of noble mind only.” 

‘“ And yet methinks I’ve heard thee called My Lord Margarine. 
How’s this?” 

“T wish you would turn your ’ed,sir. You ain’t pleasant to 
look at, upon my soul you ain’t. Gives one the fair ’orrors, just as 
one’s going to bed, too.” 

‘‘Enough! Begone ! 
surrounded by my people. 

‘‘ But there’s nothing in the agreement——.’ 

‘‘ Bring me food, I say!” shouted ‘“‘ James,” stamping his feet. 
‘“‘ As the proprietor of this castle you are bound to supply me with 
food for seven hundred and fifty years.” 

‘* Seven hundred and——. No! I'll see you——.” 

‘Hush! I am. Listen,” continued “James,” assuming a 
ferocious tone; ‘“ this evening I can dispense with your begrudged 
hospitality, for I’ve supped—a policeman will be found missing 


I would sleep in this my old chamber 
But, stay. First bring me food.’’ 


’ 























‘““WHaT! ANOTHER ON 'EM?” 


to-morrow—but if by daybreak you bring me not five well-grilled 
babies I'll tear thee limb from limb, and break my fast on thee. 
Now, go!” 

Mr. Blobbs tottered to the door and fled down the corridor, 
crying “‘ Help! help!” 
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But, alas! for ‘‘ James,” he was again doomed to disappointment, 
He had scarcely commenced his quest for the missing will when 
there was a soft rustle of garments, a very loud scream, and a 
voice exclaimed “‘ The Ghost of Sir Roland!” 

And “James” turned just in time to catch the very material 
form of the ghost of the “‘ Bleeding Nun.” 


(To be continued.) 







Empire will be added, on the 23rd, the Miles-Stavordale Quintette 
of harp and banjo players, who have been specially engaged to give 
their artistic and melodious entertainment entitled ‘‘ Songs without 
Singers.” 





—— 























Waftings from the Wings. 


Mr. W. S. Penuey has returned as A Little Ray of Sunshine to 
the boards again. The last day of the departed year was selected 
for this favourite comedian’s reappearance at the Royalty in this 
new play by Messrs. Mark Ambient and Wilton Heriot. Certainly 
the authors have done their best for Mr. Penley, who makes all 
he can out of the well-known stage character—the return of a 
millionaire uncle from the gold diggings, who comes upon his 
relatives unawares, and is mistaken for some half-dozen other 
people. Everybody was ready to laugh at this funny old gentleman 
dressed in Trotty Veck style, and one could not help laughing at 
Penley’s evenly-balanced smile and over-running drollery. The 
caste had the piece well in hand, and efficiently played 
up to Mr. Penley. The young couple who are about 
to be married are overwhelmed with a conventional 
form of wedding present. Everyone seems to think that there is 
but one article of domestic use required by them, and that is a 
butter dish; they get 13 duplicates, and each presentation is the 
signal for renewed hilarity on the part of the audience. This play 
is not of the Charley’s Aunt calibre, first produced at this theatre, 
but there is no reason why A Little Ray of Sunshine should not be 
as favorably received. 


The Royal Carl Rosa Opera Company commenced their season at 
the Lyceum Theatre on the 2ndinstant with Wagner's Tannhduser, 
which was conducted by Mr. Jacobi with excellent result, the overture 
being greatly appreciated. Mr. P. Brozel fulfilled the part of Tann- 
hiuser well enough musically, but histrionically his style is somewhat 
stiff. The Venus of Miss Ludlam lacks grace and meretriciousness. 
Winsomeness appeared to be quite absent, and we can now under- 
stand Tannhiuser’s expression of weariness and desire to get back to 
mundane matters. The shepherd boy of Miss Edith Montford was 
pretty fair. Miss Lucile Hill was very pleasing as Elizabeth, her 
acting and singing being remarkably fine. Mr. William Dever as 
Wolfram and Mr. William Gillard as Henrich respectively gave 
ates F satisfaction. The tout ensemble was by no means unsuc- 
cessful, 


THE ALHAMBRA THEATRE.—The holiday programme at the Al- 
hambra has attracted large houses, a thoroughly good entertainment 
having been provided by the management. What may be called the 
Super-Natural History branch of the programme is very wonderful ; 
Walton’s Monkey Comedians, Mlle. Orbasany’s Trained Cockatoos, 
Mile. Erna’s Performing Dogs, and Sanger’s Musical and Football 
Elephants being marvels of animal intelligence and human 
ingenuity and perseverance. The Sisters Wallenda—‘‘ The Rhine 
Maidens ”’—in their tank performance, have been received with 
marked approval; Miss Elsie Wallenda now holds the world’s 
under-water record of 4 min. 45 2-5ths sec. Nobel, the ventrilo- 
quist, with his walking figures, is very amusing. The Potter 
Family, in their wonderful trapeze act, provoke loud applause. The 
Corty Brothers, grotesque bar performers, and the Three Brooklyns, 
musical drolls, provide some uproarious fun. Some good turrs are 
also given by Miss Marie Elster, Mr. Jean Walther, and the Sisters 
Preston. 

In the Troubadours Toulousains the management has evidently 
secured a great attraction; these excellent singers being recalled 
again and again, until absolutely compelled to give an encore. 

Jack Ashore is evidently as popular as ever, which is only right, 
for a more vivacious ballet d’action has certainly never been seen. 
The interest of the spectator is not allowed to flag for one moment ; 
the dancing is excellent, and the dresses are very beautiful. The 
music by Mr. George W. Byng is bright and sparkling, and the 
little ‘‘ play without words’ goes with a bang from start to finish. 
All who have not seen Jack Ashore must hurry to the Alhambra 
and see it,as a new grand ballet is now in active preparation 
and will shortly be produced. 

The management of the Empire Theatre have secured a wonder- 
fully popular turn through the engagement of the Original American 
Champion Bicycle Polo Team, which bids fair to give ample amvuse- 
ment to all sorts and conditions of sportsmen. Among the new 
turns are the Clown Misko with his wonderful singing and kicking 


Romance on an Ocean Liner. 


A DAZZLING beauty, sprightly, young and fair, 

Few, in all Columbia, could with her compare, 

The “* New World ” wish'd to leave, to seek ‘‘ the Old,” 
And conquer, with her grace, her wit, her gold. 

Her father being a well-known millionaire, 

Who, for Europe bound, left behind all care, 

Save for his peerless child—with gifts so rare— 

He hoped she might a Prince or Duke espouse, 

Who would soon, love’s promptings, in her heart arouse, 
No thought had he, for ‘‘ Master Cupid’s ’’ wiles, 
Insinuating glances, furtive smiles. 

As evening fell, and all around was still, 

A glorious burst of song now sent a thrill 

Through every heart with melody entrancing, 

This voice, rich, and pure of timbre so enchanting, 
Was own’d by a stranger, handsome, tall, and stately, 
A singer, who had join’d the band now lately, 

The expense of voyage—’twas rumour’d—to defray ; 
Some mystery, all believed, about him lay ; 

His courteous manners spoke of long descent ; 

To the “ Heiress ’’ these charms great attraction lent. 
Then love's fond dream came o’er her senses stealing, 
Life ne’er again, would hold so deep a feeling, 

Their love was mutual, firm, devoted, true, 

Her father hoped this course she ne’er might rue, 

As “ Ireland” they reached, her lover’s native land, 
An agent now, with documents in hand, 

Approached him, a strange tale to unfold, 

To an Zarldom, “heir,” was he—to wealth untold— 
This happy issue saved their parting sadness, 

May their love be crown’d with all joy and gladness ! 


JanE N. Oakuey, Wilbury Lawn, Hove. 











Schoolboy Billy Wants Coaxing! 


THE LEADERLESS LIBERALS MAY YET WIN BACK 
THEIR LEADER. 


[See Sir W. Harcourt’s letter of January 2nd to his election 
sre and compare with that of December 8th to Mr, John 
orley.] 
. S1x hundred boys and seventy boys 
In our little school were we : 
And we all supped full on Younker’s joys, 
When from arduous tasks set free, 
*Mid other games, we rigged us out 
A “ Parliament,”’ wherein 
We loved to rant and shout and spout, 
That plaudits we might win! 
We formed ourselves in parties two, 
As all good Parliaments should do: 
And I was picked—being bluff and hearty— 
As Leader of the smaller party! 


Oh, how we bandied trenchant speech ! 
And, oh, what boundless store 

Of genuine love I won from each 
Of followers thirteen score ! 

But schoolboy minds are zig-zag bent : 
And soon, as time flew round, 

My followers seemed with discontent 

o hear my voice’s sound, 

Then to the grumblers I did ual 

‘*Im all-in-all, or naught at all! 

Take me, or leave me! but take heed 

That I'll no divided party lead |” 


I thought my thirteen score and odd 
Would rally round me greatly. 

But, no! The name of Ichabod 
They gave to me sedately ! 

So, since my stubborn words and stiff 
Are vain, I sing more small: 

And Treacuer “ Fun " declares that, if 
My followers all will fall 

Upon my neck, and coax me back, 

i @& st ng statesman, staunch and nearcy, 


As Leader of the Liberal Party ! 
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“On Things in General.” bo 
By Mr. “ Foun’s” WASHERWOMAN. 


Ir strikes me that unless the Russian 
Bear keeps ’is paws off a bit, that there 
is likely to be somethink more than a 
‘storm in a teacup’”’—China teacup,so | 
to say. It almost looks as if the Czar 
not only wants peace but also pieces—of || 
China. One comfort is, we've got a rare 
good man in Sir C. Macdonald, an’ I 
‘opes the Government will back ’im up. 

I don’t feel inkclined to beleave the 
stories about the butchery of the 
Dervishes by our soldiers; they didn’t 
get more than wot they arst for an’ 


deserved. It’s all very well for the 
‘‘ stay-at-homes’”’ to sit by the fire 
an’ ’old up their ’ands in ’orrer 
wen they reads that a wounded 
Dervish was baynetted; it was a case of 
| lookin’ arter No. 1-—either kill, or be 
| killed, for them Dervishes is the snakiest 
of snakey ones. 

The Kaiser ’as ’ad a attack of in- 
fluenzy, an’ a return of ’is old ear 
complaint—or New (Y)ear complaint. I 
| shoud say that ’is ears must be very 
often burnin’, if it’s true that your ears 
burn when people torks about you. 

English officers in Indy is to be en- 
couraged to study the Chinese langwidge. 
Crickey! I pities ’em, if them things 
I’ve seen on tea-chests is Chinese. I 
shoud think you coud learn as much 
** langwidge”’ by studyin’ the pattern 
on a wall paper; but I’m no lungist 
myself. 

The crackin’ of London Bridge sounds 
rather alarmin’, but I ’xpect the authori- 
ties will be able to ‘ bridge over” the 
difficulty. Wot with all the burrowin’ 
underground that is goin’ on nowadays, 
it’s no wonder wot gives way. We Lon- 
doners is fair gettin’ like a lot of moles; 
pursonally, I don’t want to go under- 
ground afore my time, an’ may it be 
long in comin’ ! 

The ‘‘ Imperial Penny Post ’’ seems to 
be workin’ Al, an’ it stamps Mr. 
Henniker Heaton, M.P., as a man wot 
’as benefited no end of people, arter dis- 
playin’ the energy an’ perseverance that 
belongs to ginius of a ’igh order. 
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THE “CYCLE” OF TIME. 


Baby '99 (to Father Time).—‘‘ Here, I say, pull up, old man; you'll never get hal 
round the year without the Sixty-Eighth Volume of Fux.” ‘ . 4 


Wuart is that which we never keep, 


and never give away? New Year’s good 
resolutions. 











For Breakfast. 


Chocolat Menier 


Sold Retail Everywhere. Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 











